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A SONG IN THE NIGHT,
The o dropped upon the way
Mhﬂnd. like falling rain;
£ mach Uhis weary day |
Ml sound sgain. i"h
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! ood those of thirst. When the first rage of hun-| next morning she unfolded a plan which I A TOKEN,
';d nhm,‘:'d" 'f 13,""'““ - el —— ger passes, one feels crushed sand weary, bat thought very ingsnions. | was to shave my

artbe JOR 50 Wppaes and weak and | hair and moustache, to put on a wig aad

L ' q " thirst is a restless torment, . ;
“!:.;;cr S0, Dot G A i - 1 waorn 85 | was, | tassed nneasily at the bottom | coll, 10 dress as a peannt girl. Jesune bad|
8 . 3

n : : f the car. BSuddealy my foot strock some- | been expectiog a niece from the ocountry,|

Ith‘dm::?_n_fr-‘.t we might adjourn 1o "h".:‘mnh; something which I had not felt be-|and th's neice [ was to represent, and, 8o
:u; ;:ou that we do nothing of ths kind, |fore. I seized it, and ob, mon Dies! whniduguiwd, to sccompeny Jeanne in her daily |
hut that if yon are not tired ‘of this pisce, shall I say? how can [ put my joy and grati-[rounds through the Prussian lines, where
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Guilty, no donbt, and dled in her dishonor! .
She knew no friends save mea these many
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o express from  bheen g great

sh and even rim, |
ote.!?ndﬁ the sky; |
ng and dim l

a t light on high.
The dark. and all abroad
The - ﬂ dark, and tl“sh“'" ?lm:
ed for the living Gox
!:z'wm'elcnrh which foldeth Him,
When ouce, up soared the moon,
mMn 8404 of tender Haht -
fiood; and Jo! right soon
oods, Beids, aud ways were bright.

Thé wolemn trees stretched out their bon
And ca ¢t the light. With quiet mind,

* {asid; *ihis is God's house;
m‘ men seek they find."”’
Tears filled minn eyes, but they were sweet;
and, standing on the shining road,
I knew what Bp;:u l?od my feet
~ —-Good Words.

+HE STONE OF TERROR.

A wtar

: Y WRE LAUST THOMPSON,

4

“An reovir. I have written tojtell bim to

meet you st eight o'clock precisely at Mere| g o0ks [ was sslected to carry dispatches o

Marthe's. Dont fail to keep the appoint-
ment. Heles charming fellow, aad Mere
Marthe's boulllabaisse is the best in Mar-
seilles.”

Whilel was still expressing my thanks for
this kind sttention the train began to move,
and my good friend Monsieur De Garve and
I were foreed 1o exchange a last grasp of the
hand in & harry, which was perhaps fortun-
ate for both ot us We had been travelling to-
gether for & year and variousadventures and
contretemps had endeared us to each other:
He was the best fellow in the wor'd, and |
felt & suspicious molstare invading my eyes
as I looked for the !ast time upon his hooest
brown feca.

Then, as the train rushed out of Nice, I
jooked at the letter of introduction which
he bad me, and which be bhad so kind
ly fores by writing ia advance (o the

friend to whom [ was to present it.
“Mounsieur le Lisutenant Henri de Barre
TR

Mareeilles.

1 bad often heard De Garve speak of Henr!
de Barre as 8 good fellow and & brave fellow,
and one who had acquitted himsel! well in
the Fraoco-German war, which had termi-
oated oaly'two years before my story begins;
bat beyond the fact that he was a young
naval officer, of good Prevencal family, I
knew notting aboat him. Whea ! remched
Marveilles, however, and —afser finding that

hisship had srrived—presented mysell at
Maere Marthe's, I found that he was well

knewn te.that worthy, who was loud in his
pralses. “‘3uch an excellent jeane homme!

8o distinguel 8> brave! so goed! BSach a
family, the Ds Barres! Sach distinction!
sach ol'opﬂul Did mensisur know? But
no; M. je Lieutsnant would tell himsslf,

while would moosieur have
his boui!lak now, of wait for M, le Lieu
tenant?” " :

Moasifur would wait, certainly, but he
venturned to hooe that M le Lieatenant
would come soon, as the fumes of the boui!
labaisse were most appetizing, and sarprised
M’qﬂ het be had heard of Mere Mar
the's achlevements,

Mere Marthe smiled with much condescen-
sion and’ plesstre at this speech; and an
mouncing that she most go and saperintend
the bouillabaiese berseif, she departed.

one who goes to Marseliles shouid eat

‘mod does eatit. Bat every

one does not -koow Mere Marthes modest
St =tk Akt tod Qumatity ool

. and appetizing is eve

thing thers, and the beuiilabaisse is '‘of &
" andear De Garve used to say,

which is pheo!ntely sublime. To this hour
of wiles of land and wa'er,
jts savory fumea. But that

re nor there My object ti-day

tt Henri de Barre's straoge story

long to walt for him on that first

I baa hardly finisbed reading tne

for the day, when a quick firm step

made we look up, and [sawas young man
hing me with » letter in his hand

wors the uniform of & French naval of
fioer, and that and an uomistakable sea-go
ir caused me Lo recognize him instaniy
had &' t dinner together, talking

of our friend De Grave and the African jour
d I had just completed, and
d thiongs in general, The
wan fulling before we finished dinner;
and when s light was bmuf:t. and we beg.n
to smoke, [ caught mysel! once or twice

glanciog at compacion wita a good dea!
of aston 2: w&mldormont. His was

lhﬁn%_l_s;.,h brovzed by exposure, and

—rl.dla French in sapect; a young face

t00—he id mot baye been :{mu ‘mnn

twenty-siz at the utmost; but was [ mis

? No—yes. Waa his hair quite white.

v very blonde? J moved once or

not to attract his observetion

yet bt the same time te see him betlter,

IIII:‘ time I did s0 he look-d at me

'lﬁ'n!m :“.it and said, touching his
. “ ' “11

1 falteded ont some sort of an apology for

-!05, ne ng derangez pas,” he answered.

%" a reste, | have had no great
"

afil my life—at least no private af
fliction.

“It is hereditary in some families,”” I ob
served.

“Whai?—this prematarely white hair?
Yea I w it; but not in mine. I am only
u&ny bair has been white as

» sars L]

“Mere vo—"" I began.

“Said that I bad a romantic story to tell,”
interruapted Henri de Barre, langhing., “Of
coGrse she did The dear old soul has known
me ever sinoe [ was in petticoats. and takes
ywhelnbhnnuillwmtnn

her own. I dare say she could tell my

than [ do mysell.”
for

hlo:m puffed his cigar in silence

or two, and then said. “‘I have

.l'l)l"& sare that it was the Stons of |alone

Terror. Y ol

said. puzzled.
%ﬂ'hrm, toe Peak of Terror;
pronounce {'s name in Germas
I have sworn to myself never to try

infernal lan "

Bchreckenstein,” | exclaimed.

nodded ‘I bave always known
8¢ enstein—nothing else.
bave thought differently, Gen
ameng the rest. my own
my wife, I mean) the physicians
‘gaid it was the solitude, the
‘suffering, the ., thirst—
not what. [ know better; it was
" and he shuddered slightly.
Alpine climber, I suppose,’,

| .lm"d‘.l"b!mn-—uo' m“ m;:ib:'
' ] t
\-.Iﬂ r them  No, never in my life

ot oo sny Alpine height or pass,
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that

we stav here until you have
| story,”

that [ happened to be ill in Pa
it was Invested by 1he German troops.
been taken there some time before,
'trom & wound which was foilowed by &
lwro and prostiating fever, and I woke up
|after weeks of delirium to find that I was in|
| s doomed city and could do nothiog for my &

aven when well and strone [ found that i

tol

|
De Barre vielded with a very good grace.
“Very well,”” he began. .
ris at the time
I hac
helpless
Fa-

peloved France. [ recovered rapidly, but
was impossib'e to quit Paris, It was st this
junctare, when [ was nearly maddened by
inaction. that the balloon service was organ-
ized, and | volunteered for it at once. 1 had
been & sailor, familiar with ropes and cords
and tossing and rocking ships ever since |
was thirteen yearsold. | was strong and
well, had a cool head, a sufficiently good
record—in short 1 was accepted. Naturally
I1had eyerything to learn, but I learned It
quickly, and though my first ascent in &
balloon gave mse sensations which were su
ficiently horrible, [ manased to conceal what
[ fnlt 80 suceessfully that al the end of a few
General Journaye, who was then on the
Northern frontier.

“I wss to go alone; but I bad no fear. In
trauth, I had not the faintest idea of what [
was undertaking.

“Well, all the preparations were m
the balloon was provisioned and farnished
with everything necessary, the

niously that even if | had fallen plamp

ready.

“Just as I was about stepping into the car

the aeronant in command gave me & last
warning. ‘For the love of Ged, M. le Lien:
tenant,’ he exclaimed, ‘ke2p your bead cool
about the sand bags. It is more imporiant
to keep one's head coc!l about the sand-bags
than about the ropes’

“] promised everything, listened atien-
tively to all his injanctions, and assmied
him that I would be ice as regarded the use
of the sand bags, although, to tell the truth,
I regarded his repeated warnings as rather
saperfiaous.

* Then the ballocn was cut lodse, and the
earth began to fall away from me, And as
it fell, I still beard ascending the warnine,
snxious tones, ‘For the loye of Sod. as you
yaiue yoaur life and mission, keep cool—keep
cool; remember the sand bags'’

“Prescatly the balloon flecated over the
barriere, and with the strong ¢'ass [ bad in
hand I could distinetly gee the Prussian lines
and intrenchments. The devils looked dam
nably busy, and I saw—! looked again, and
was certain-—yes, | saw the preovarations the
accursed fiends were making to bombard
Paris. A —ah, monsieur, & fury that
has no name—filled my sou!, and & mad
dening baste*to speed upon my mission
Forgetting everything else, [ seized the sand
bags and threw them oat; and then, man
D:ieu!for asecond or two | remembar nothing
{o my agitation I had compietely lorgotten
the aeronant’'s injunctions, and had thrown
out, as [ alterward lound, twiceas may
sand-bage as [ ought to have used. The bal-
loon shot up, as it seemed Lo me, to the very
zenith, and the horror of my position [fel
upon me and overwhelmed me,

“Bat in a moment or two I recovered my
sell, and I stretched cut my hand tothe
vaives, The very desperate danger in which
I was steadied my nerves, and [ recalled
syliable by ayllable, as it were, every word
of the careful lessons [ had recsived asto
what | should doand how the balloon should
bas managed insucha contingsnoy as the
present. A'l this was in less than & recond
of time, and yet I bhad ihought alto of wy
mother and sisters, my Almes (my fances)
my bsloved France, and the powible good
which might resalt from my mission to Gen
eral Journaye.

“I stretched out my hand to the valves as
[say. Alas! [ eonld not touoh thewmw., My
haud fell lileless at my mde Ao sgony
worse, as it seems to me, than death op-
pressed me. In vain I struggled to rise; |
{ell, rose to my knees sgsin, strugeling,
gasping for breath, I could not ree; my
eyes were wet, and as | passed my hand over
them [ withdrew i1t stained with biood.
Blood gushed from my ears, ray nose, and
still I struggled, fonght fur breath, for
Iife enough w falfill wy mission, Btill
fight! my Wway, as it wers, 1
crawl to the side of the car. There
was & loud roaring in my ears, bat [ suppose
there was no sound and every respiration
was an agony untold, Thers—when [ could
wipe that mist of blood from my burning
eyes—-there were the valves and with a last
despairing effort ! seemed to fling myself
toward them. | did nottonch them. I hao
bat » moment in which to leel the anguish
of iailure, the bitterneas and horror of death ;
then the vast dome abonl me compressed
my tortured lungs in one supreme wrench
of agony, and in that tortare I found obliv
ion.

“I have never known how long my swoon
lasted I woke to sensations of acute pain,
thirst and cold. I thought at first that [ was
shivering in my ham mock at sea, aud invol-
untarily I sttetched out my hand fora
blanket. I did not fiad it; then [ sat up
groped for « covering, and finally flading
one, lay dewn again, still thinking | was in
my hammock.

“The rocking motion of the balloon and
the deep night which surrounded me proba-
bly added to this deiusion, which, however,
did not last long, as the pain snd difficalty
of breathing and the burniog thirst which
consumed me dispelled little by little the
mists of noconsciousness. Obh, the anguish
of thas gradual waking! No bhammock, no
familwar ship, no well-beloved sea washing
the vessel's keel as she :ailed on to port; bat
instead the mysteriovs swayingof the bal
loon and the awful solitude of the upperair!
As [ recovered myself somewhat I struggled
again to a sitting position, and lcoxed over
she side of the car. Toe balloon was moying
steadily on above the clouads which streched
out in every direction below me, vast, white
ard dream-like, Above rose the dark and
fathomless dome of skp, gemmed in its re.
motest depths with the solemn stars. And
in this ted part of God's great universe
[, poor wretcnh, drifsed on, hbelpless and

“I collected my scattered thoughts once
more, I forced them upon thedu 'y [ had in
hand, and sgain I turued tothe vaives. Bat
& moment's reflection convinced me that it
wouald be worse than madness to touch them
now. The intense pain 1 still felt in breath
ing proved tuat the balloon was far aboye
the earth, and the dense clouds balow me
might be resting on some mountain peak
where | might fall and die, leaving my bones
to bleach unfound and unburied, and wmy
mission on eartn unaceomplished. In any
case nothing was to be gaiced by immed ate
action, and ev _rything might be lost. And
then marcifully no doubt, pa u aad thirst
and huoger seized aond possessed me, 1
groped for food and did not find it My
mind wasstill ed>afaused, for each effort at
connegted thought seemed to exbaust my
brain, but nevertheless I distincily remem
bered that the baiioon had been we!l pro
visioned, and where the proyisions had vean
plsced, and summoning ali my resolution, I
searched for them long and tneroughly. In
vain ; everything was gone, and I could only
think thst in the desperate siruggle for
breath —the death-stinggle | may call it—I
must baye tossed everythiog out of the car
without being conscious of it, Indeeq,
the longer I thought the more [ feit
convinoged that this was the case, begause,
except one blanket, all my wraps were miss

1 was in pain, io great pain, and shiv-
ering 10 every liab with cold, sud yet not
witastanding she horror and the danger o¢

left to suffor acutely

4 me your|tudeinto
| bottle of water?

“Yon wust know |ing so delicio

| breaking,

low we

'time. Bat [ had or
|regret: the bslloon was drifting on rapidly,
aud drifting straignt upon the Siwne of Ter- and they several times tried to puil off m
Stuall I ever forget its dread ghestliness | bandages; however, now all went well.
It anne bad a capital stock of bread avd cakes, | 1oy py
I fear it will and as so0on as we reached the place of wy |
There are some grim, departure, she entered into the business i '
but to me the Stone|bargaining with so much spirit and clever- |00 hisshonlder s equare box and valise, ap-
made: ©of Terror is the most awfulsight on God's nees that the so diers surrounded her, and|presghed the inn

dispatches
were concealed about my persoo 50 1nge-|
Lo
the Prussian army they would have had|
some troudle in discovering the natare of
my embassy, and in short, everything was

words, when I found that it was a she was in the badit of going to sell bread

iand cakes. [ was to have & swelled face

‘[ dra'ned it ata single dranght, and noth- | which peceswsitated, of course, s good deal of |

or since; and then 'n ¥

that, strong mso a8 I am,
and wept abundantly. That draught of
water nad cased mv overwrought nerves
and ponred a needed oil of healing over each
aching iibre
m: absurd and improbable, bat it is the
simple trath. Oooce more I looked about me

and the night aa

ing too. unutterably shaken, worn,

Ee
or swoon, | never haye known whict
A moment or two 1 berame uncouscious.

ror.
{in the pale gray light of dawn
'haunts my dresms now, and
thaunt my last hour.
|crael things in natare,

? Never.

learth.

| “Thoss dreadfal peaks,

that dread eternsl snow!

ied cry of a lost sonl,

in the facs.

heart. |
could not pray.

and pulseless

in God, but I

rising wind drifting me onward to cerisin
destruction. The balloon rocked and swayed,
but sti!l floated, and after a second or iwo of
sgonizsd expectation I once more looked
about me, and saw that it had drifted a lit
tle southward, and now no longer overhung

slope or spur,

valves and, God be praieed! found that the
balloon obeyed and eank rapidly. 1 held
myself together until it touched the earth,
and | stepped ous of the acoursed car; bui
then I fainted in earnest, and finslly recov.
ered to find myseifon s ned in & pearant
chalet, with 8 physician by my side aud
severa! kindly peasant faces looking on. My
swoon had not lasted as iong «s [ sap d

were gafe. The physician objected to my
moving a% hrst, but when [ set before him
the importance of my mission and my anxi.
=ty to iu \
and in the course of a few hoars | was again
#n route—on foot this time—and before day-

Jouruaye's hauds. My interview with bim
was very short, and at theend of it [ lay
down to rest in the tent of a brother officer,
tired, indeed, but unutterably gratefnl

“1t was night whea { was awakened by »

to headquarters, and 1 was stapid enough to
ne sarprised by what I heard when 1 pre-
sented myseil.

] have dispatches to send to Pars,

‘1 howed,

“‘Aud I have sent for you. M. de Barre,
he contivued. to ask when you will be ready
to go back.'

“May vou never know, my dear friend.
how | felt at that moment!
bal'oon! I felt convineed that ] oould never
again keep my senses together if I eveu raw
it.

** *Back, mon general? I faltered.

“ ‘assaredly not, monsieur, if you are
afraid,’ said General Journaye, curtly.

“It was to be, then! | knew well that |
could do nothing with the balloon but die in
it, but [ pulled myseif together, and said

inetant were it not that several days must
#iapse belare the balloon could be put in or-
der.

*“Oh' that is of no conseqnence
not thoaght of the balloon Indeed. we can
not wait for it returned the General,

“Moun Dien! | had nearly embraced him,
but I held out my hand only, and said
‘GGive me the dispatches then, mon general

ways aud in various disguises,
priest's dress that [ fiaally saw its towers
and spires gleaming in the distance in the
light of the sectting sun. There it was, the
goal of my hard journey, the goalcf my
bard journey, the garner of my tressures;
bus how was [ to reach it? Between uslay
the Prussian army. As I was plodding wear
ily on I passed & iittle country charch, and
[ entered it and knelt down. 1t accorded
well with the character | persenated to do so,
obut [ am not afraid to tell you, monsiear,
that I prayed with a.l my soul for the guid-
ance of God. ;

“And 1t did not fail me. While I was still
kneeling there, & stout Peasant woman came
in, carrying s heavy basket, She passed me,
went up to the altar, and knelt down, plac
ing her basket beside her. Bhe bad wot
looked at me, but I had recognized her at
onca. 1 kuew that broad back, that spotless
white coif. those heavy gold ear-rings. How
often had I played with them as a child!

“It was my nourrice, myv good Jeanne,
who was kneeling there, aud I suddenly re-
membeared that she had a bake shop in a vil-
lage vear Paris; indeed, 1 bad visited ho_r
\here not & year belore. I knew Jeanne's
loyalty and fdelity. She was quick witted
100, and [ telt surs that she wouid help ne
Sti1l, I allowea her to leave the church
alone and it was not until later i the eyen-
ing that I presented myself st her door. She

ments’ conyversation I asked her where her
hasband was,

“+*Ah, mon D'ea! men pere, he has lost a
leg, and he is in the hospital at Neuilly;
but, thaok God! he is out of damger, and is
doing well.

“ +And your sons? I continned.

“‘They are both too young for the army,
and they ate in the country, in Normandy.'

** ‘And your daughter Laure?

“‘She 1s in the country too, monsieur,
with them.’

“*And your daughter Annetie?’

" ‘She too, mon pere. Annette married
well—s rich Norman peatant. There is
wuch work to do, and Laure and the boys
belp her and her husband who is a good
kind man’

***Annette is twenty four,' I replied, ina
tone of asertion. ‘I am giad that she mar-
ried well. 1should have been grieved if my
foster sister had been unhaopy.’

“Jeanu« stared st me and turned pale.

* *Do you not know your boy, Jeanne? I
tald uncovering my head.

* ‘Mon Dieu! mon Diea! mon pauvre gar-
con!’ exclaimed Jeasnne, bursting into tears.
‘Mais. Monsieur Henri, your hair is white as

snow!’
“I am sure that you will be surprised, but

tbst moment, [ had hurried on without

pathetic hands, and had never once loo

in the glass. When Jeanne b htit, I be-
heid the face of a straoger. Yet | had been
shite balred, as I alierward found, lor more
than a fortnight; indeed, ever since [ had
nurpd out of tha.accursed balloon. Jesnoe,
(Y]

n

the houes, and

‘:‘dﬂ ”u ﬂ'

-

v - .
A N 4,

" W

us ever passed ray lips before/bandaging of cheek and chin, and effectually |
reliel was so great
1 burst into tears. |

hid my face. Jeanne's plan was to haye me
accompany her for a day or two, and, when |
[ fonnd an opportunity, to run as fast as)

' powible toward tbe French lines. It was a

[ dare say what [ did next will|

and since, but never with such = stilled tire.

believe ing my dispatches, and of receiving the ap
The probation of my chief, and before night-fall

thoaghts died in my brain, the words on my |1 was again among my own people, aud my

lis. The horror of the Btone ot Terror was dangers and sufferings were forgotien,”

apon me, sad I closed my eyes as I felt the| A

rocky, inaccessible peaks, but the mountain |

|
“aud vow at last I sprang upon the

[ hed not beea undrersed and my dispatches|

itill 1t dead or alive, be assanted, |CAT

break had pleo-d my dispatohes in General|

command £» lose not one moment in coming |

v bad passed, a report reaches her, ““There is a
Ganeral Journaye said, when [ bad saluted |

|

That accarsed |

that i had no fear, that I would depart that|

I had | that she had aiways sung her li'tle one to

i |a'l her sonl had got into her ears.
1 will not trouble you with the history o,!thut attitunde that the scalplor carved her—

wy journey back to Paris again by devious
It was in &/

did ot recoguize me, and alier a few mo- |

[ had never known of my white hair until
rest, aided in my disgaises by yarious l“d- :

found was, fortunately for me, alons _ ,
sbe readily under: a tough looking eigsr with both ende some-

me shelter and what;

reaching Paris.  The never 1t and now 1 don’t wansit.” 'gotalarmed, snd asked him what in the

. =) -
I?..- o Sl

desperate chance, but it was my only obe |
My first two e:8.98 passed off successfully. |
pushed the bread cart, beside which JOII)DG!
walked. and held my bead down and feigned

¢t 'and seciug that the clouds were as lh‘.CKilllOdett‘:‘ and a bad oo!d wvery successfully. |
dark as ever, feel- Meanwhi e [ stuadied the reistive positions
and of the Prusstan and French
' weary, | deliberately lay down, covercd my- lected the point from which [ was to wake
'f as well as | could. and sank into a sleep my atiempt at escape.
hich, but in|a 200d deal of resolution.

I had litt'e hoge, but

fal day came.

You see,

frightfal, Batsoldiers are not particular,

y
Je

when (upon s signal previously agreed upon

against whose between us)the cart was upset. and the
|sharp and jagged edges a human being-could cakes rolled in every direction, they rushed |
be dashed to pleces and cruelly Iacerated! en masse to pick them up. Jeanne set up s scant bagesee and nervons wanner,
that awfal isola- terrible soreaming and scolding, and in the|tsken in and
tion! Other Alpine summits are solemn, geoeral melee | managzed toslip off unov-

austers, re igious. The Stone of Terror seems werved ‘ a
to me 1o rise up swong them like the smbod- ning scross the open space between the in- tened the wicdow shutters,

Almost before | knew it 1 was run-

trenchment. Of course | was teen and fol-

“As I s0 looked at it and feared it, with a lowed, but hapily 1 had the start of wy par
dread for whiech I can find no worde, the suers, and bsing a very swift ranner, I was
balloon drifted nearer and nearer its awful speedily within the Freuch lines,
heights, and death and oblivion stared me the infinite amazement of the soldiers, IIER 3, afier nineteen yea's of companionsaiy
I bave faced death often before prompt!y divested mysell of my feminine at-| with him.

where, 1o

I had soon the satisfaction of deliver

- - -——
Frost Time.
Upon the medows far and wide,
A silvery, frozea mantie lay;
And oa the upland mouantaiy side,
Frost glistened in the dawn qf day,
Wintler was nigo,

The farmer paused in early light,
. His ruzged face was marked by eare;
Amid his locks were lines of white,

For Nature, 100. had frosted there—

Winier was nigh,

] —Chas, K. Lush, In the Current.
I - . o
The Work of a Bong.

I remember going to the Great Exhibition
in London iu 18362 and in the Roman room
!thare was one particalar piece of sculpture
{which I liked to see; but it was not easv to
get near it, as there were 80 many that
wanted to see it. It was really an American
{work, that is, it was done by American fin-
gers though it was in the Roman room, be-
sc it was carved in Rome. It was called,
“List! ow, vastr!™

The story was that a number of red men
hsd made a raid into the United Sta‘es, and
had burned a village and tomahawked many
s poor creature, and slain and quartered
many more. And then they stolea little
white maid, I need no:tetl you how the
poor mother's heart was broken when she
hallost her child; and there was no day,
aud no month, and no year, butshe was
| pursuing the quutr’on. “*Where can I find
my lost child?’ At last, after many years

|

white maiden among the red psople yonder,
nearly s thodsand miles away.” There was
no rail, no road, but off set the mother, and
she went over pra rie and marsh, and moor
and river, and at last, after many s toilsome
day, she arrived where the white maiden
was,

She thought, ‘'Oh, that 1s my child!”" The
face was much altered; it had become In
dianized. There was the mark that the child
had come from the whiterace; butit was In-
danized, Its language was Indian now, and
the maiden bad quite forgotien her mother
All bher love now was given to the red squaw
of the wocds that had brought her up.
When the wother tried to go pear her, the
young woman repulsed her; and the poor
heart broken mother knew not what to do.

At last, a good theught strunck her. SBhe sat
down and began to sing a sweet lullaby song

slesp with. At first she listened listlessly;
bat in s little while (yoa know how an old
tane will fetch up an ola thought) the
maiden began to listen, and she stoud as if
It warin

|listening; and the story went on to say that,
alter a little listening, it teemed as if the
lallaby had unlocked the cells of old mem-
ory, and 1n a little while that poor maiden
was in her mother s embrace,

Ah, friends, let the melodious song of
Christ’s iove and atonement for your sins
speak to your hearts, awakeniog in them
the long forgotten melodies of God's love!
Let your Bavior woo and win you back,
that there may be joy in your father’s house.
—Eev. B Ooley.

- —-—-.-ﬁ——-——
«“Stop Smoking "
[Croffut. |

Aprovos of General Grant's iliness, the
late Thurlow Weed once told me a story
that it recalls. I asked the venerable aditor
to what he at.riouted his firm health and
length of days. "I see that Peter Cooper as
sigos rigid temperance as the cause of his"
be anawered with a laugh. *‘Mine is dae, |
think, to baving always sat up all night and
eaten and drank whatever I pleased. For
forty years I took a hearty dinner, generally
of meat. at 12 or 1 o'clock every night, and I
never had any trouble tesleep. I always
drank with the boys and politicians; I drank
everything, but not much at a time, and for
more than half a century I smoked ten or
twelve cigars every day—when I conld get
them. I[n the summer of 1867, being in Sar
atoga, I lounged down to the spring one
morning with a cigar in my mouth. On the
way | met my old friend, Dr, Freeman,com-
ing back with some other gentlemen. As
we passed each other he leaned over to me
and exclaimed ‘Stop smoking!’ The salgta-
tion was 20 sudden and such an odd ore that
itstuck in my crop. [ thought about it a'l
day, snd wondered what it meant; and aflter
dinner I called upat his room. He ex-

Iained to me that he thought I had smoked
ong enough; that I wasan old man, and
nabitual smoking was sure to hurt me—in
fact, he wasn't sure but it had already burt
me. I was convinced, and told him [ wonld
never use the weed any more. He said I
had better taper off, but I toid him I didn’s
| believe In taperings, and woald never smoke
‘agsin. 1 never did. Bat I thought about it
8 good deal for awhile. I had written to
Genera! Grant that he must bsour candidate
for President the next year He had shown
my letter to friends and s yme corresporidence
had resulted. [ came back to New York
snd found s note from the General askiu§
me to come and see him at Long Branch.
went down with Joon F. Henry. As we
weare talking General Grant took out his eigar-
'ease and offered us cigars, taxing and light
liug one himeelf I took one, excused mysell
'from smoking at the time and stuck it in the
breast pocket of my coat. Well, I became
better ted with that cigar thsan I
ever did witk any other, for I carried it in
that breast pocket for a year, and I took it
out every day—probably several times every
day —snd looked at it and smelt of it and
rolled it in my fingers and slily nibbled the
end. Bat I never consumed it.”" And Mr
Weed transferred to the cha'r back the pet

igeon he was fondling at the time, rose

fally from his seat, went across the room

f

|
!

lines, and se |

At last the event |
My dispatches were most in-|
“] came to mysell jusi asthe day was |geniously concesled, my dress arranged, aud |
The air was. cold and plercing, |my face muffled wore carefully than ever |
snd I still hadsgreat difficulty 1in breathing | My chief davgar of discovery came from the |
The clonds had rolled away, and far, far be-|curicsity to see my face which the soldiers
' [ conld see the earth—that dear, | bad shown once or twice.
¢ |dear earth which I now loved for the first sienr, that | am not at all bean garcon, and|
no time for sentiment or in the dress of a peasant woman I was quite/

mon |

Her best and worst. [ only 100k upon her—
They kissed with smiles, but have lor her no

tears.

Did the last spark of Iife that it these a hes
Drown in ihe wine she drank nun'o the lees?
Or Qid the dark eyes look out neath painted

lashes
_To childhooa's home among the waving trees®
E'er o'er her being came the lo t death quiver,
Perhaps shs heard, across the shining river.
“1r0d’s holy love was made lor such as these. "

IL

Shameless she was, inde=d, and steeped in sin
ning;
'(‘om virtue, srorning, passed her quickly by
C s)on the arm of him whose volee so winning
Iad causea her fall. In vain for her to cry
For pity or for mercy—close the eurtain.
She mnst not look upon or home fire light:
But one false swp ~the end for bher is cermin—
shut her foreverout into the nigot
Amone her raes, as she li-s calinly sleeping,
A token | wili p'uce wihin her keeplng—
Une [ragrant rosebud, pure and suowy white,

A STHEANGE a‘n;li .

Becalling the Aipnssination of 1incoln,

| e
I '

| the hack rolied into the Ge maa colony of
| Wartburg, writes & Chattavooga
correspondent 'o Lhe Cincizcuati En-
quirer, a stranger stepped ont, and, carryiog

Oae cold morsirg nineteen vears ago,

¥
FE 2l

'
O

| 0f the pleca and aked fo
;board and lodging. He was eyed suspic
fonisly on acoount of his rongh appearance

He was
given a room. When he go
\inside he lccked the door secarely snd fas-
What he did in
the roon: and what hs came there for has
inot beea revealed

to the wveople untils
|uturper came throug

A the placs a few days

He occupied tha room and al-
ways locked it, carryiog the keys with him
After being with the people some time he
wad asked to parlicipate in their pleasures
aud assemblies. He gave hisname as Sin-
clair, and would entertain them with mar-
velous tales of travel and adventures claim-
Ing to have been a sea captain, He soon be-
came a great favorite with the people, but
his mysterious ways and manne: s kept them
away {rom him somewhat. He was of a
nervous temperament, snd was always

watching for some one. When the hack
would arrive he wonld always leave the
lerawd until it had gone and the passengers
|housed. His dress was of the cosrsest ma-
terial. He wore his beard long, and & large
hat with a brim down over his eyes,

The village graduoally grew larger, and
new arrivals were made daily. His anxiety
increased, and he began 10 lead the life of &
reciunse, and when he came out woald al-
ways listen and never utter a word,

Une of his psculiarities was to sl ways leave
& parly that began to discuss the war. Oope
day be became almost erazy witl fear, and
seemed t0 be searching for something he
he bad lost. He was seen to bave dropped a
paper, which was picked up. Iu it was con-
tained the account of the assassination of
Lincoln by Booth. When he was asked what
it was he had los, he replied something that
inleres’ed him as moch as his life, The pa
per was altarward slipped near his door
When he discovered it the shock made him
ill. He took to his bed, and was delir.ons
lor several days. In his room was the sqoare
box he bad been seen to bring with him. 11
was o desk. Of this he raved in his wild de-
Itrum, and staled that in the drawers were
disclosures that wounld astonish the who's
countrv. but the keys were tied troand his
ueck., He called the names of Spangler, Har
rold, Atz+<rott, Payne, and Mudd, and said
hisname was Booth,

When he got well and was told of his wild
ta'ks he was slartied and denied ever having
sald such worde., He lived afierward in the
same mysterions manner untli ope day las
week, when a gentleman from Fradericks
burg, Va., was passing through the moun
taine with & party inspectiog the coal depos
its and stopped at the ho'el. Sinclair was
walking across the street when the wind blew
his bhat off.

The gentleman who was etandiog at s win-
dow nuttered an exc amation aond said:
“Heavens! Can that bs Erasus Booth, the
braother of J Wilkes Booith? The last time |
smw him he was pineteen vesrs ago in Wash
ington, during the excitement of the assas
sination of Lincoln.”

The peopls gathered around to hear his
story of the la t time he saw him. and to te!l
of his mysterions ¢ 'ming nineleen years age.
After listening to the Ltwo uarratives, the
conclusions were that he was the man. The
next day, while out walking, Binclsir was
passing a party, when one of the number
called: - “Hello, Booth!" He stopped sud
denly, involuntarily tarned his hesd, caught
himeelf, and proceeded oa his walk,

That night he qu'etiy stela away in the
darkness with his desk and baggege. Hisgo
|Ing was a2 mysterious a4 his coming He has
not been heard of since.

St
The Lightning-Bod Man.

The Chi~agy» Tribane tella the fallowing
story of & visit oade by a lightniog rod manp
to an old farmer in Wisconsin:

‘1 thoaght | sesn you rousd bere a year
or iwo ago s«lling sopother varety of them
sondiments " observed the old agriculturist:
‘and you syid that Lthese here lighsning rods
were [rands®”

‘*Oa! yes, that was when [ was in the bon i
of sin and the gall of bhitterness " said tne
sgent, contritely; “‘but I've been converted
since. | often shud ler nowadays when |
thiok if my foot had slipped when [ was put-
tiog up one of those inferior articles which |
was then palming off upon s eredulons and
anprotected commuunity, I might have gone
p'umb down t7 perdition with & lie ou my
lips and & hammer 1o my hband. Now I am
endeavoring to stona for the evil which |
committed, by exposing the inferor qua'ity
of the lightning rods I then put up, and re
piacing them with those for which l am now
agent at cost prica.”

The old farmer said he didn't exactly
know that be wante ) any lightning-rods put
up; but the agent said 10 him:

“I'll tell you what I'll do: 1'll pat op & set
of lightning-rods for you and f you don't
like them I'll make you a present of them "

The farmer's eyes sparkled at the proposi-
tion, The agent weut to work, and when be
bad completed tis task he slapped the farmer
on the back, ard asked him if he liked the
material of the rods and the workmanship,
The farmer sard be d'da’t.

“All right,” sa:d the agent, pleasantly;
“then the rods are yours, and I don’t cherge
you a cent. Oarcompany always sticks to
its word, and wouid rather lose a million
dollars than doa job that wasn't salisfao
tory to the customers.”

The farmer asked the hghtming-rcd man to
come in and have some dinner, and the
lightning-rod man said be dida't mind
There seemed to be something funny on the
lightning-rod man's mina—for he would
lock at the farmer every minute or two, and
laugh to himeeif gently; and when asked
what was wrong, be would say: “Oin!
pothing, nothing!” and then choke
with ifaward mirth. All througa the
meal he entertained his host with interesting
reminiscences of a house that had been
struck by lightning —how in one case every-
th metalilc withio the bullding wae
f . and a campaigno sapplement was in-
delibly imprinted upon the woman
of the house, while her beantifal
deughter was driven through a stovepipe
hole, leaving great sirips of her soft white
flesh on the edges ol the sheet-iron,
When he was climbing into his wsgon, the
fit of mirth with which bhe was eeized so

aod ook from a drawer and handed to me

‘"“That's it,”" he added. *“I
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nearly approached the proportions of an
seizare, that the honest farmer
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have no! had the headd 1# sinet 1 haran

name of Charles Fosier he was laughing at.

“l was laughing—ha! ha! he! he! hi!
41! ho! ho!"—panted the merry agent. “to
lh!rli‘k that you think you've got ahead of
me!"’

““Got ahead of yon? Well, I did get ahead
of yon,” said the farmer. “'I got them light-
osing-reds for nothing.”

mirth; “'but go and look at them lightning-
Luﬁs. and see if they are wound up—ho! bo!

ol

“Well, and sapoose they ain't wound up?
What difference does it make?"

““What difference does it make?”
the agent in well-feigned astonishment
“Shade of B, F. B. Morse! Here is a man
who doesn’t know the difference between
positive and negative electricity! Just yoa
20 up to the house, and if you bave Wheat-
stone’s ‘Pragmatic Analytical Synopsis of
Differentiated Electricity’—the edition of
1876 is the best—overhanl
;:hnpter, and yon'll see what the difference
’Il!

1 haven't got the book,” said the farmer.
“What is the difference, any way ?’

“The difference i= that a lightning-rod,
when preperly wound up, conducts positive
electricity from the clouds to the earth,
When not wound up, conducts negstive
electricity from the earth to the clouds.
Fhat's all the difference there is. The earth,
as Huxley says, is & great reservoir chock
full of electricity, which is constantly seek-
ing affiliation with the oxygen and metheg-
lin of the atmo-phere. Your lLightoing-rcd
's probably the oaly onein the North western
States that is not wound up; consequently
the sarging currents of electricity which
nave been meandering all over the country,
striving to find an outlet, after vainly try-
ing every other lightning-rod, are accunmu-
Iating beneath your house, and are corrus-
catiog and dilating ard titiilsting all along
the surface of your lightning-rod. Wals tiil
it gets dark, and you'll see s pale, lambent
flame playing all along ite surfase.
first touch of a thunder storm you baye up
bere, the spectacle of awful grandeur
prerented by your lightning-rod will knock
anything ever seen siuce the combastion of
8:dom and Gomorrah. By the way, there'sa
dark-biue clond coming up yonder. 1 guess
we're going to have a thunderstorm. Good:
oy. I smust get out of here, for I owe it o
my family to preserve my life. If your
daughter survives, don’t you worry about
the futare. [I'll make proper provision for
her, becanse it will be one hundred thousand
dollars in my pocket to be able to point to
ber as the sole survivor of a man whose
house was knocked into brick-dust and
match splints becanse be wonldn't take my

ning rods.”
“I'll geot an ax and a crowbar, and tear the
d——d thing down!'’ said the farmer, aftera

“All right! Oaly I want as a special favor
Lo ask you not to begin till I amover the hill
aud out of sight. With that lightning rod
instinet with negative electricity, as it is, it
s ¥ure dea'h for any uninsulated man to ap-
prosch it.”’
“Hi! held on!" said the unfortunate
farmer; I'll give you five dollars to wind
apthe thing for me.”

“Five dollars!” said the agent, witha
withering sneer. '

horse was burst into twenty hundred thou-

sand doliars to the oom’nny a8 an awfnl
example. G'lang there!”

“Hold up!” yelled the agriculturist; *'will
you wind up them lighwning-rods if I pay
you for them?”

“Well' [ don't kmow that I should,” re-
sponded the sgent; ‘‘you see, you said they
weren't quite scocording to your taste, and it
doesn’t svem exactly right to be taking »

satisfied with. Beside, it is taking thousands

pany's pocket; becanse what we want is an
awful example to scare other fellows into
taking our rods, just as we put 'em up.
However, seeing it's you, andas I don’t want
to have your blood on my hands, I don't
mind doing it. Hand over the $90, and I'll
fix it.”
The farmer prodaced the money, and the
sgent pave him a reoceipt; then taking a
monkey-wrench, be approsched the lighs
ningrod and gave it & couple of twists,
placed bhis ear close to it, hit it agsin, and
then returned joyfaily to the farmer.
“Ive all righe now,” he said. *'It has been
wound np and is now prepared to conduct
positive electricity in large or small quanti-
ties from the stmnsphere to the earth at the
shoriest notice. Bat if | had beeq haif an
hour later, I should have been too late—for
alrrady the lightniog-rod was beginniog to
bulge and throb, and to scale off in places,
wilh the fiery element confined within it."
- S ——
A Bab)’s Eye,
A baby lay In {ts mother's lap.
Concealed and warmed by a woolen wrap;
An lranimale mass of black it seemed,
Except that from an opening gleamed,
A baby’s eye.

The mother, coarse, unkept, unclean.
Was vlad in rags of greasy sheen;
But she loved hor baby, and she held it tight, |
Anad the only thing that was left to sight

Was the baby'seye

Like a sparkling gem in the cold, dull earth. |
Or a smile that in tears finds a sudden virth, {
The one bright thing in that unslean whole
Was the window of an immortal soul.
The baby's eye.
—Columbus Dispatch
yvenonani SRR e
MEN AND UIGARS.

Grest Fmokers Whom Actor Willlam J.
Florence Has Known.

[Washington Speclal,|
“Now, your Turk smokes and drinks col-
fee, the one an antidote for the other,” ssid
Captain Cuttle ss he entered his dressing-
room to don theevery-day habiliments of
William J. Florence
Several gentle:nen have been discussiong the
pablic idea tiat Generai Grant's mortal ii1- |
ness was dune ‘o excessive indalgence in to-
bacco. Mr. Florence was what he
kne: about the babits of actors in this re-
spec
“Edwein Broth,” saild he, ‘““is an inveterate
pipe emoker. |saw him doring the war |
witha pipe, which he still uses, & heavy
meerschaum, which was his constant com-
panion. He often smokes in the morning
while dressing, and preters Fruits and Flow-.
ers.  John McCuilough smokes cigars, mild |
ones, ard perbaps too many  He smokes a
cigar the first thing in the morning, and al
ways a good one. Poor Ned Sothern would
getrid of a hundred cigars & week. He
always shoved one on a visitor, with
brandy and water sometimes, and filled bis
own overcoat pockets when he went out
He was a fearfal amoker, always bad one in |
his mouth, burning it balf way and then
lighting a fresh weed. He and ! imported |
our own cigars from the Raphsel Diaz pian- |
tation, in Caba, at a cost of $220 a thousand. q
The plautatation seems {0 have given out |
now. For my part I like a Colorado or a Col- |
arado Claro '
“‘Larry Barrett smokes a mild cigar. Sberi- |

tain in the Bixth Ohio. Nat Good
aud 80 does Crane, bat I doa't
Robson. Johm E Owens likesa

dan smokes. too; he's been a soldier—Cap i
!
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“Yes!" gasped theagent, in paroxysms of |

echoed |

the eleventh |

| land, some using cizars and othe
The |

| think, though I belleve Lester

. the exceptions ™

advice sbout the arrangements of his light-

moment's irresoiute pause, ‘

“Whny, the fact that your

]

sand million pieces will be worth fifty thon- |

mau's money for a thing tbat he isn't quite W

and thousands of dollars out of the com- |

‘ .

| smoker. Barney McAnlev is a smoker, and

Harry Edwards nses strong cigers inces-
santly. Balvina smokes long. black cigars
with & straw throogh 'em—the kind you
gel In Italy. They light their weed 12 that
country on a small iron frame over & lamp
. The end of the weed rests in the flame snd
burns a third of the way down, the hest
drawing out the niotine King Humbert
| smokes in this way. John Macksy smokes
| Cgars costicg from thirty to fifty ceats
apiece, and gels awsy with a grest many.
Boucicault is a great smoker. ['ve smoked a
. cigar of his that was (surteen years old
“An Englishman alwsys likes s dry ciga,,
| They import them in largs. zine-lined chests.,
There's the Duke of Beaufort, for inswance.
He gets just the same number of ciears each
| year. He never begins till after dinper
| however, when he starts with & oigaretie or
8 mild cigar, and then smokes four or five
| cigars, topping off with thestrongest. Boue.
icault bas an air tight closet, bulit expressly
- for his cigars.
“The Prince of Walessmokes cigars, begin-
ning generally with a cigareite, The Dake
of Manchester comes in the same Calegaory.
Lord Aylesford was a great smoker Lord
Mandeville uses two or three packages of
c'garettes & dav. They say Giadstove
| smokes a pipe, and may be seen | noging
about Lis grounds any time with a ‘curry’
. between his teeth. The Marqus of Hating-
ton holds up his end of the Libers! Ministry
' by smoking good cizars Henry Irving
- smokes oigars, ana a good many. Uonldock
| SUAN fator
“A ermen smoke, genera'l i
think a pipe s the nicest thing lnytt?ep:)od:
. or in 8 conoe—a good, clean briarwood. with
| Lone Jack mixed with one-third i's quantity
| of Perique. It's an ind cation of & good
stomuach to be able t) swoke befors
brea® fast. Sothern nsed 10 suwoke while
he was dressiog a: d rid ng across counury to
hounds. Gentlemen often do this in Kng-
‘ rs the shors
vest-pocket pipe. S)thern was very fond of
hunting, and at one time kept eight hunters
himseif.
“'Good sailors a!l smoke a & rule

A man

- who smokes at ses generally keeps s qui
| aton " ¥y p j0iet

“Theatrical inanagers 'mntewgen-nlly. i
a

lack

not. Jobn T. Raymond doesn't use tobm
at all. Bartley Camjbell oever smokes.
Actors don’t chew generally. It'sa nasty
practice. I doun't think many of them

' smoke cigarettes. elther—that 1a not good

actors, although John Sleeper Clark is among

“What about other public men?"’

“Tom Marphy. Genera' Graot's friend, al-
ways has a cigar in his mouth geveral'y un-
lighted. President Arthur smokes cigars,
but never daring fice or basine s hours.
His favorite is the Perfecto. | bave known
every President sinoce Pierce except Garfie'd.
They all. I believe. smoked cigars | made
Cleveland s soquaintance the night before
his e ection, when Mrs. Florence and [ were
playviog in Buffalo. President Lincoln would
often elip into the corner box when Mrs.
Fierence and [ were play ing in Washington,

| rosr with laughterdora while, and then

quletly out without le's knowing be
had been in the honn.p.op s
“*Tom Ochiltree smokes like & house afire,
and smokes good cigars, 100, | saw Tom
pearly drowned once. Uncle Rufus Hateh
and I were on his yach!, the Resolute off the

. Battery, waiting for Ochiltree and Major

. Jack Wharton to come aboard Tom fell
. overboard as they were coming out in a
small boat, and in the confusion both he and
- Wharton were nearly drowned. Whan they
got aboard Wharton atked me if | didn't
hear the water size when Tom's head struck
it. Poar Wharton! he was an A No 1 fellow.
‘'"General Singleton smokes u pipe. Heory
atterson smokes his cigars so short they
burn his moustache. BSunset Cox smokes
cigars Bam Ward was a great smoker.”

“How are journalists in this respect, so far
&8 you have noticed?”

“I think most newspaper men smoke pipes
'in their own offices. Biilson Hutchins
| doesn’t smoke at all, however Ramasdell
| smokes s pipe. Neither Joe Howard nor
| Willy Winter smokes, | never saw either
, Joo or Albert Pulitzer smeke. James Gor-

1

| don Bennett smokes cigars and cigarettes

- both, and agreat deal. Mr. Dana looks like

| a man who indalges in & quiet pipe. He

likes & good dinner, for I've sat at the fable

- next to him. Mr. Harlbert, fosmerly of the

World, and Dana are typical bon vivants.
“I smoke a pipe alwayson the Restigooche.

Oar sslmon fishing party, consisting of John

G Hecksher. Dr. Pratt, of New York, Mr.

. Bradford and mysell, will start between the
' 5th and 12¢th of Juoe, probably. After a

?ood day’s fi‘hing I give our Indians s hand-
ul of my smoking mixiure. They have »

equare of navy plag every two days, They
- ure of the M:ic Mac trive, descended a2 was

| suggested by a visitor, from Irish and Scotch
immigra

nis, possibly.”’
B
The March Evening.
The boughs are black, the wind is cold,
And cold and black the fading sky;
And cold and ghostly, fold on fold,
Acrosa the hills the vapors lie

Bad is my heart, and dim mineeve
With thoughts of ail the woes that were:

And ali that through the forward year,
Prophetic, 11t like phsutoms by,
Bal, la the cheerless sllence, hark,
Some throstle’s veeper loud and olear,
Beside his mate [ Rear him sing;
And, suddenly at my feet | mark
A daffodil that lighis the dark—

Joy. joy, "us here, :
—-’Gio{n Milner :t:?‘:.gg;i::‘nn!' f‘:\lsq’ﬂmu .
S S LiATg. S rpddpes
Seven Hours for Day Laborers and Eight
for Men of Active Brains
|Gentleman's Magazine |

The Jatest autbority on this vexed ques-
tion, Dr. Maline, tays that the proper amount
of sleep to be taken by & maun is eight hours.
So far ms regards city life the estimate o
probably correct. Proverbial wisdom does
not apply to modern conditions of social ex-
istence. F;ve f,hm;n‘u for & man, seven for
& woman and nive fora pig " saysone prov-
erb: and & second, qnoudiy Mr, Hezlst in
his “'English Proverbs,” declares that natare
requires five; custom allows seven : laziness
nine, and wickedness eleven.” These
conclusiors were, however, drawn from ob-

servation of conntry life
Physical fatigue is more easily overcome
than intellectual. Which of us when trav-
eling in the country or abroad, or in say
way separated from the ordinary process of
tbought and anxiety, bas not lound that he
couid, without difficalty, do with & couple

- of bours less s'eep than he was in the habit

of taking? Men, hoywever, who follow an
inteliectual pursuit are exceptionally fortu-
nate if the processes of restoration oceupy
iesn than seven hours. More freqoentls they
extend to eight or nine hours, Kaat, | see
it stated took neyer less than seyen hours
Goethe owned to requiring nine. Baldiers
and sailors. on the other hand, like laborers,
do with much les quantity | am afrsid to
to say how few the Duke of Wel ington re-
garded as essential. A chool-master under
whowm at one time [ studied, s hard working
man st the u'sition of Jsoguages.
claimed loucly that he never 10~k more than
ve bours sieep The hour at whioch he rose




